ON THE ROAD

I had learned enough about Indo-China for my purposes,
and my brief acquaintance with the railway authorities had
impressed me with the valuable potentialities of wheelbarrow
transport ex Pakhoi. I spent a final day at the Metropole, and
cannot resist repeating a conversation held one morning in the
lounge. The very delicate will do well to skip the next para-
graph.

It must be stated that, like most Continental hotels, the
Metropole had its bedrooms fitted with that useful article,
sadly under-appreciated by Anglo-Saxons, the bidet. My scene
then is the lounge at " elevenses time ", a long table at which
some fifteen assorted foreigners, with a preponderance of
American aviators and their wives, were sipping coffee or bock.
One very small American, with fair wispy hair and rimless
pince-nez, had newly arrived. He was a Government official,
devastatingly pitchforked from a two-year Commission on
Whaling in Washington to a job in the U.S. Embassy at Chung-
king. He leaned forward, blinked, and in his polite little voice
said, " Say, do any of you fellows know are there any w.c.s in
this hotel ? " Somebody said they were at the end of the
corridors. " Gee," said the little man, " as soon as I saw those
little taps I knoo I'd made a mistake ! " When the hearty
laughter was subsiding, a young American wife, whether from
tact or ignorance, who knows ? completed the jest by saying,
" For crying out loud, he's gorn and used the foot-bawth."

I was not sorry to leave the jaded atmosphere, both in the
sexual and the commercial spheres, of Hanoi, though I had a
fond farewell to say to John, who was remaining in Indo-China
for a time. I went back to Wuchow for a few days to gather
up the threads and make my report. I considered that
Liuchow, in Central Kwangsi, was a point where all the routes
converged, and worked out my transport schemes as far as that
point. I had brought some golf balls back with me, but they
were never smitten ; I found Wuchow in something of a panic,
with the golf course taken over by the military, foreign women
evacuated again, and the Chinese Customs staff largely in
flight. The two foreigners of course remained. In Wuchow
I also met my old friend of the Salt Gabelle, who had made
the disastrous comparison between the State lottery and the
dangers of bombing. He had made a hairbreadth and hair-

101